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The Ides Of March 


Author's Notes: 
As always - thanks to Andy. This is for everyone who wanted to know the rest of the story. Please let me 
know what you think! 


"Pass me the soap, Burton 

I'm not done with it" 

"Here, Ville, use mine." 

"That was mine, Lily, and | wasn't finished with it!" 


‘Oh, settle down, Migé.. you don't even use soap, do you?" 


Pouting petulantly, Migé splashed some water toward Ville, who stuck out his tongue and crossed his brilliant 
green eyes, smiling devilishly as he held up the soap, but Migé caught Ville's slight wrist in his meaty hand and 
deftly plucked the bar of soap from Ville's slender fingers, causing Ville to cry out indignantly. 


"Mizeel" he whined, then turned to Lily. "Did you see that? Migé took the soap." 


"| saw, darling," Lily replied soothingly, petting Ville's short, dark hair and kissing his damp cheek. "Don't get 
upset -- you'll use Burton's when he's finished" 


"Could you get my back, Lily?" Burton asked, blinking innocently as he glanced over his shoulder at Lily, his long, 
dark hair wet and sticking to his nicely muscled back. 


"Of course, love," Lily replied, taking the soap from Burton's hand and lathering it between his hands, handing 
the bar to Ville before rubbing his soapy hands over Burton's wet shoulders with light, purposeful strokes. 
Ville giggled delightedly, glaring at Migé for a moment before he began soaping his tattooed arm from shoulder 
to wrist. Migé responded by sticking out his own tongue at Ville and tackling him, pushing Ville's pretty face 
under the water. Ville came up spluttering, the bar of soap floating away unnoticed as he reared back and 
shoved a veritable tidal wave toward Migé, water heaving over the lip of the tub and cascading across the 
tiled floor, the wave coming to rest at the edge of a pair of large, black boots that had suddenly appeared in 
the doorway. 


"Uh-oh," Lily said softly, his eyes following the boots up to the cuffs of a pair of black jeans, then farther up 
a pair of thick legs to a black leather jacket, which covered a rather large trunk A couple of feet above, Gas's 
bald head gleamed mellowly under the fluorescent light of the bathroom, but there was nothing mellow about 
the expression on his face as he stood there, hands resting on wide hips, toe tapping impatiently on the damp 


floor. 


"Papa Gas, Migé dunked me," Ville began, but even as Migé started to defend himself, Gas shook his head 
sternly, holding up one beefy hand. 


"Bath time is over," he announced, drawing a chorus of protests from the direction of the tub. 
"But Papa," Burton whined, resting his chin on the edge of the tub and making puppy dog eyes at Gas. 


"We're not finished washing yet," Migé added, a thick cluster of bubbles sticking adorably to his beard, and Ville 
nodded emphatically. 


"Can't we just have ten more minutes?" he pleaded, batting his thick, dark lashes in Gas's direction and pouting 
with the full, red lips that made girls swoon the world over. They had a similarly softening effect on Gas, who 
sighed, shaking his head in defeat, as he removed his leather jacket and knelt next to the tub, rolling up his 


shirtsleeves. 


"You can have ten more minutes," he conceded, fishing the bar of soap out of the water and beckoning to Lily, 
who smiled widely and brushed his long, blond dreadlocks forward, turning his back to Gas and letting out a 
soft, contented sigh as Gas began to wash his slender back. 


Meanwhile, Ville and Burton had begun to soap each other, their hands disappearing below the surface of the 
water, and Migé's head swiveled at the low groan he heard from their direction. "Papa Gas!" Migé shrieked, 


making Lily jump. "Burton and Ville are touching each other's special areas!" 


"Boys," Gas warned them, and Ville glared at Migé again, flashing his pretty white teeth in a snarl as Migé 
smiled angelically, haughtily turning his face away from Ville. Never one to be ignored, Ville snatched up a 
handful of bubbles and mashed them into Migé's face, drawing a cross bellow out of Migé, who turned around 


and brought his palm down on the surface of the water, evoking a geyser of water that covered his three 


tub-mates, and Gas to boot. 


“That's it!" Gas exclaimed, exasperated, as he stood and gathered the towels hanging on the back of the door, 
each stitched with its owner's name along the hem. "Everybody out!" 


Another simultaneous whine came from the four men in the tub, but Gas held his ground, ignoring Ville's 
pleading pout, Burton's damp, beseeching eyes, Lily's quivering chin, and Migé's chagrined scowl as he welcomed 
each of them into his arms in turn, wrapping each in his respective towel before patting them all on their 
tight little behinds and sending them on their way. 

Surveying the chaos in the room -- water all over the floor, bars of soap floating in the water, suds strewn 
from one end of the room to the other -- Gas heaved a heavy sigh and shook his head wearily as he began 


to mop up the mess with a towel. 


"How is it /came to be Papa, anyway?" 


ee 
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Childen Of The Damned 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks to Andy of course. And to everyone who encourages me to contimue. I'd love to know what you think. 


It only required three rings. 

"Hello?" 

"Rachel," David said quietly. 

‘Oh, my God.. Dave?" There was silence for a few minutes, then she replied, "I'm sorry, it's just been so long." 
"| know." 

More silence. Somehow, David eventually managed to gain his composure. "How've you been?" 

"Well, to cut 20 years short... fine, and yourself?" 


David chuckled. "I'm doing fine. Listen.. | was wondering..." 


A few minutes later, the deal was done. Amazingly enough, Rachel was living in the same area at the time as 
well, so they met at a pub in town that wasn't too well frequented. After all the reunion madness, he was 
usually bound to run into some idiot that wanted another bloody autograph, more than likely to be auctioned 


off on Ebay or something to that effect. 

Wankers. 

David was so nervous that he drove the entire way far over the speed limit and therefore arrived first. He 
had seated himself at a corner of the bar sort of out of the way and ordered himself a tall, dark lager when 


all of a sudden, there she was. 


He could only think of a line from that last fucking horrible album he'd done with Roger - what was it , ‘The 
Final Cut?: "She stood in the doorway, the ghost of a smile/Haunting her face like a cheap motel sign." 


Christ, it had been a long time. Nonetheless, she spotted him from a mile away and made a beeline for where 


David was sitting. He stood up and before he knew it, Rachel had her arms around him. He returned the 


embrace, reveling in simply holding her for a minute (fuck, she still felt the same); then they sat down. 
"Erm... can | get you a drink?" 


Rachel looked him straight in the eyes and grinned, then hailed the bartender. "Can | get a tequila sunrise, 


please?" 

David nearly spit his lager back into the glass, laughing. 

"You still remember?" 

"| remember a lot of things." She pushed a loose strand of dark hair back behind her ear - fuck, she even stil 
wore it the same way - and gratefully accepted her drink, taking a sip before setting it down. “It was a hell of 


a three years, wasn't it?" 


"Yes, it was." David was still struggling to find the right words, but before he could say anything further, 
Rachel took the words out of his mouth. 


'So..um..are you... 
"Yes, but she's on holiday, thank God..and it's falling apart anyways," he muttered into his drink 


"l'm sorry to hear that." By now Rachel had finished her drink and ordered two more, handing one to David as 


she continued, "I've been through a few myself, but | haven't been able to settle down, you know?" 


"Yeah... it's hard to find the right one. Sometimes you think you have, but then it comes crashing down at the 


end." 
"Or then you think it has but.." Rachel lifted her drink. "Sometimes there's something there still” 


David lifted his drink as well. "To 1981," he said, smiling. Rachel laughed and they toasted, 


The remainder of the night went the same way - an endless sea of tequila sunrises and reminiscing about just 
about everything having to do with that particular tour. Eventually, last call rolled around and they found 
themselves outside. 

"Where did you park?" David eventually asked. 

"I took the train in.. oh, shit, that reminds me, what." Rachel trailed off and looked at her watch. "Fuck." 


They stopped in front of David's black BMW. 


"lts after midnight," Rachel said. 
"I know." David paused for a moment, then asked, "So what should we do? | could drive you home, or... 


Rachel suddenly pinned him against the car, holding his arms to his sides. "Or what?" she asked huskily, sliding 


an arm up around his neck 


It was all David could do not to..hell, what was he thinking? He grabbed Rachel's head and jammed his mouth 


against hers. 

Oh, what a difference 20 years can make, he thought as they continued to make out, despite the light rain 
that had begun to fall. Gaining some sense of control, he managed to switch places with Rachel, in turn 
pressing his body against hers (shit, he was as hard as a rock already) and tangling a hand up in her hair, 
letting the other one trail down her body, touching places he'd only been able to re-create in dreams until now. 
But why does it still feel the same? 


"Bloody hell, you're fantastic," he whispered in her ear while they were up for air, finally having broken away. 


Rachel smiled and nodded towards the car. "Shall we? Before | get completely soaked.. from the rain," she 


laughed as David gave her a wicked grin while opening the passenger door. 


Another Life 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks to Andy. :) Please let me know what you think! 


Ruskin Arms, England IIT 
Davey eyed Steve, trying to read the mixture of emotions coming from him. He had been off all through 


practice; and even now, sitting at the pub nursing a beer, he was strangely quiet. "Look Harry, not to pry, but 


is something wrong?" 
Steve sighed. "| can't talk about it right now." 
"That bad?" 


"| don't know wot it is Davey." Steve raised haunted eyes, staring off at a corner of the room. "Davey, lemme 


ask you somefink. Do you believe in demons?" 

Davey looked startled. "Demons? Like in they come from hell demons?" 

Steve nodded. "Right." 

Davey shrugged. "No, you been having dreams again?" 

"More like a bludi nightmare. A big one." 

"You wanna talk about it?" 

Steve shook his head. "No. And I'd better get ‘ome before..." Steve broke off, his face coloring. 
"Before what?" 

"Nofink" Standing, Steve picked up his bass. "Listen, Ill ring you tomorrow right?" 


Without waiting for an answer, Steve left the pub, Davey's puzzled eyes following him as he went out the door. 


London, England 1999 


Eddie eyed Davey. "So you don't believe? Why Davey, l'm crushed" 
Davey laughed, giving Ed a pinch on the cheek. "I do now!" 

Bruce rolled his eyes. "Come on, get to the good parts." 

"Yeah, tell us about the cute blonde!" 

Davey blushed, shooting Adrian the bird. 

Steve rolled his eyes, taking a long drink of water and beginning again. 


Arriving back at the flat, Steve let himself in, a small part of him hoping that..no, he was still there, sitting on 
the couch watching the telly. 


"Welcome home Harry! 
Steve drew back, setting his bass down and staring at the demon 
"Arry?" 

"Well isn't that what your friends call you?" 


"Yeah, but ‘ow..? Don't answer, | don't wanna know." Steve headed for the kitchen, rummaging in the fridge for 


something to eat. "Are you ‘ungry?" 
The dry rattle right behind him made Steve jump. "Not for anything you'll find in there." 


"Don't sneak up on me like that!” Slamming the door, Steve glared up at the imposing figure. "Ow do you do 
that anyway? Move so quiet?" 


Eddie shrugged. "I just do. Now, tell me about Davey." 


"No! You leave Davey alone." Steve pushed past the demon, going into the living room and throwing himself 


down on the couch. 
Eddie sat down beside him, giving him the demonic equivalent of a leer. "Why? Want him for yourself?" 
Steve rolled his eyes. "I like birds, not blokes." 


Eddie laughed. "Don't knock it till you've tried it Harry!" 


"| don't wanna try it, Ed" Steve did his best to ignore the grinning face. He nearly jumped from his skin when 
long ragged nails ran up his thigh. "Wot the fuck! Don't do that!" 


Eddie laughed. "Oh come on Harry, stop acting like it's the first time a bloke has been interested. With that 


hair, and those big brown eyes, and that rice firm arse..." 


This time Steve did jump up, storming from the room. Eddie laughed as the bedroom door slammed. "Oh Harry, 


| will find a way...” 


Steve sat on his bed, trying to figure out just what he could do with a seven-foot demon that seemed to have 
little more to do than causing trouble or shagging the nearest piece - be it male or female - that he could 


find. With a sigh, he leaned back on the bed, suddenly feeling very tired. He drifted off, not knowing that his 


mind was being gently manipulated from the next room. 
Eddie grinned. Now that one was asleep, he could concentrate on that blonde... 


Delving into Steve's mind, he found the location he had left him at. With a grin, Eddie muttered several words 
in the same obscure tongue Steve had found in the book, vanishing in a puff of green smoke. 


London, England 1999 
Steve leaned back, looking at the grinning faces around him. "Well, that's my part of it" 
Eddie snorted. "Up till that moment in time." 


Davey shook his head, blushing. "I guess this is where | pick it up then 


Eddie smirked. "Yes Davey, do tell..." 


Davey let himself into his flat, giggling as he staggered sideways. Setting his guitar case down with a thump, he 
fumbled for the lamp, turning the switch and blinking rapidly to let his eyes adjust to the light. Maybe he 
should have brought that bird along, she had seemed quite willing and now he was horny and hard and had 
nothing to do with it. 


Pulling off his jacket, he tossed it in the general direction of a chair, stumbling down the hall and into his 
bedroom to fall face down on the bed. Rolling over and unfastening his jeans, he fumbled inside the flap and 
pulled his cock free, sighing as he ran his hand up the shaft and gave the head a squeeze. Yes, he should have 
brought her along, not that a good wank wouldn't do the job but it was always better if you had someone else 


do it. 


Closing his eyes, Davey called up a picture in his mind. Small, slim, long blonde hair, green eyes, nice pair of 


tits... 


Eddie's nostrils flared as he took in the scent of lust and flesh. From his vantage point in the hallway he could 
see the lazy strokes of Davey's hand on his cock, his legs hanging over the edge of the bed as he groaned 
softly. Eddie slipped into the room, finding a link with Davey's mind and embellishing the fantasy, bringing it to 
life as Davey's hand moved a bit faster. 


So he hadnt been completely honest with Steve. And although his mind was linked more closely with the one who 
summoned him forth, it didn’t mean he couldn't tiptoe around in those of others as well... 


Davey groaned, his head tipping back as soft fingers joined his, moving his hand slower on the hard shaft, 
working over the flesh from base to tip, giving the head a gentle pinch and making him buck up from the bed, 
seeking more of the contact. 


That same hand pulled away, taking Davey's with it, leaving him squirming on the bed. The rasp of a tongue 
over the head made him moan, his hands searching for the long strands of hair to wrap around his fingers 
and guide the teasing touch of that tongue. A slight frown creased his face; the lips didn't feel as full as they 
looked, but the suction was spot on, just the way he liked it as his cock disappeared into that greedy mouth. 


Eddie twisted his mind around Davey's, feeling the enjoyment at the manipulations of his cock, a hard suck 
down to the base and then tight around the shaft, pulling the skin as it moved up to the head. Liked his head a 
little rough did he? Well, then, nothing wrong with that! 


Davey jerked in surprise. It was like the bird could read his mind, every trick and tease that he enjoyed being 
called to use in a very obliging and quite delightful way, his cock licked and nipped as well as sucked. 


Eddie cupped Davey's balls, giving them several firm squeezes that drew a low groan from him, his hips 
starting to thrust up to meet the hard sucks. As he drew closer to orgasm, Eddie slowly unwrapped from 
Davey's mind, letting more reality in as he felt the pulse against his tongue. 


Davey's eyes shot open, the fantasy shattering in his mind as he realized that the mouth around his cock was 
very real. A last squeeze of his balls, another deep suck and his orgasm was upon him. With a shout, Davey 
tilted his head back and came, feeling the contractions as his seed was swallowed, the rationality of knowing no 


one was there obliterated by the flood of pleasure rushing through his veins. 


Panting, Davey shuddered, feeling that oddly rough tongue giving him one last long lick. Lifting his head, he 
looked down between his legs. Eddie grinned around Davey's cock, watching as the sated pleasure in those blue 
eyes turned to terror. Davey scrambled backwards on the bed, yelping as those very large teeth raked over 
his cock, trying to get away from the thing that was now licking the last drops of his come from its chin 


"You taste as sweet as you look, Davey." 

Davey groaned, his mind reaching overload, and his eyes rolled back in his head as he passed out cold. 
Eddie shook his head. "| just hate it when they do that." 

London, England 1999 

"You fainted?!" Nicko doubled over, pounding the table with his fist. 

Davey nodded, blushing. "Yeah | did. Right out" 

Eddie grinned. "Was a bit much for our Davey to take in" 

"Right," snorted Steve, "see ‘ow you do lookin’ down and seein’ that wif it's mouf on yer dick" 
Janick wiped his eyes. "Yeah, | don't think | would have done much better." 

Eddie winked at the leggy guitarist. "As | recall, you didn't" 

Janick's blush suddenly rivaled Davey's, starting another round of laughter. 

Bruce grinned, raising an eyebrow. "So? Then what?" 

Eddie raised a finger. "Well, maybe | should tell this part since Davey was a bit out of it...” 


Davey blinked, looking around at the familiar sights of his bedroom. Letting out a long sigh, he threw his arm 


over his face. "No more. | swear l'm off drinking. That was the scariest thing I've ever seen" 
"Really, Davey?" 


Davey shook his head. "l'm still dreaming. I've been hanging with Harry so much l'm even starting to have 


dreams like him!" 


A strange rattling sound sent a chill down Davey's spine. "Davey, Davey, Davey. When was the last time a 


dream sucked you like that?" 


Davey lifted his arm, peering cautiously in the direction of the voice. He sat up, using his legs to push himself 
back until his head slammed against the wall, his eyes huge. "What the fuck are you?" 


The creature laughed. "I'm Eddie. Edward T. Head at your service!" 
"Edde? Edde the ‘ead? But you're just a mask!" 
Eddie rolled his eyes. "No, I'm much more than that. Didn't Harry mention me?" 


"No! And he bloody well should have! What are you doing here how did you get in and why were you sucking 
my dick?" 


‘Because it would have been impolite to fuck you while you were unconscious." 

Davey's eyes bugged out, his throat working as he tried to respond. 

| know, not what you expected right? Well, listen Davey, I'm like the band's.. how can | put it.. official welcoming 
committee. And | know - you've been in a while, but | take my job seriously. So its more of a belated welcome 
for you." 

Davey shook his head, his voice coming out in a squeak. "And the way you intend to do this is to...” 

He swallowed hard. 

"Right. I'm going to fuck you." 

"And Steve knows about this? And he approves?" 

Eddie grinned, standing up and stripping out of his shirt. "How else would | have known where to find you?" 
"Wait. Hang on. I'm not interested in... 

Davey's eyebrows shot up to his hair as Eddie dropped the jeans he was wearing to the floor. 


"No. No way. That thing is..no, can't do it. Thanks and all, right nice of you but no way!" 


Eddie wrapped his hand around his cock, lifting the thick organ and pressing it against his stomach. "Davey, do 
you want to be in Maiden?" 


Davey nodded, not trusting his voice to speak. 
"Do you want to do your job in Maiden?" 


Another nod, Davey flinching back as Eddie climbed back onto the bed. 


"Then let me do mine!" 
"Waif And Harry sent you to do this?!" 
Eddie grinned. "And you wouldn't want to let him down would you?" 


Davey groaned. "This is a dream. l'm gonna wake up tomorrow and have a good laugh about this. So, fine, fuck 


me. Not like you're real anyway, right?" 


Eddie cocked his head to the side, eyes glittering. "If that's what you want to believe, who am | to tell you 
differently?" 


Davey laughed. "Just hope | remember never to drink that Sheep Dip again, makes me have some funny 
dreams!" Scooting down on the bed, Davey threw himself back, spreading his arms. "Have your way with me 


then Ed!" 
Dream or not, that laugh was pure evil, laced with a hint of perversion. "Why thank you Davey, | believe | willl" 


Davey laughed as Eddie crawled up over him. "I didn't think | was this pissed, but | must have had more than.. 


oomph!" 


Eddie's mouth -- did he even have a mouth? -- covered his, Eddie's tongue pushing in and sliding over Davey's. 


Davey tensed; for a dream this felt pretty real... 


Eddie teased his tongue around Davey’s, feeling him start to relax as the unique flavor of the demon filled his 
mouth, his tongue tentatively moving to stroke over his. Deepening the kiss, Eddie's fingers scratched lightly 
over Davey's chest, finding his nipple and flicking it several times before taking it between them and rolling it 


gently, giving it an occasional tug. 


Davey arched under him, a soft groan filling Eddie's mouth. Those fingers moved lower, the round edges of 

Eddie's nails leaving faint trails of red as they traced the thin line of hair down to Davey's groin. Eddie's tongue 
rasped over Davey's jaw and down onto his neck, giving the skin a sharp nip and then lapping at it with the flat 
of his tongue. Eddie grinned; Davey's hands had crept up to his back, fingers digging in as Eddie's mouth moved 


down onto his chest. 


Long swipes of that odd tongue over his chest and ribs and down onto his stomach, following the same path as 
Eddie's fingers down to that hair at the top of Davey's groin had the blonde moaning, his cock already starting 
to stiffen again. Eddie looked up, watching the expressions flit over Davey's face. Disbelief, pleasure, lust..all of 

which served to send heat to the demon's groin, his already pulsing shaft beginning to throb in earnest. 


Eddie got up on his knees, moving up the bed and kneeling beside Davey's head. Davey felt a hand cup the back 
of his head, lifting it from the bed and guiding it forward. Rubbing the tip of his cock over Davey’s lips, Eddie 


groaned. Davey licked his lips, tasting that strange combination of spices again, and something in his brain told 


him that more would be a good thing. His mouth opened, allowing the head inside. 

Davey's lips closed behind the head, giving it an experimental suck Finding it wasn’t so bad, he relaxed his 
mouth, letting Eddie push more of it inside, Davey's hand closing around the base of the shaft and stroking it 
up to meet the downward movement of his mouth. 

"Always a treat to find a natural..." Eddie grinned, moving his hips slowly, pushing a little deeper every time. 
Davey gagged as the head hit the back of his throat, the demon making a soothing hiss as he backed off a 
little. "Very nice Davey, and | could fuck your mouth until your lips bleed, but I'm thinking about that deliciously 
tight arse of yours." 

Davey's eyes widened, rolling up to look at Eddie. 


"It's just a dream, remember?" 


Davey relaxed again, going back to the double motion on the cock in his mouth. Eddie grinned. Humans. They 


were SO easy... 


London, England 1999 
"A dream?!" Adrian rolled his eyes. "Do you suck dicks in your dreams a lot Dave?" 


Davey snickered. "Not that | remember. But there was no way any of it seemed real. | mean, look at him! 


Would you have thought he was real?" 


Bruce shook his head. "So he fucked you and the whole time you thought it was a dream? And did it never 


occur to you that you were naked?" 
Eddie snorted. "Oh please Bruce." 


"No, the naked part fit with the dream. And | finally realized it was real." Davey grinned at Eddie. "Right about 
the time..." 


Davey curled his hands into fists, tugging at the sheets. Looking down at the creature between his legs, he 
sighed. 


"l'm not dreaming am |?" 


Eddie shook his head. "No." 


Davey groaned. "And you're still gonna do this?" 
Eddie pressed the tip of his cock against the tight pucker. "I am" 

Davey screwed his eyes shut. "Nothing | say can change your mind?" 
Eddie pushed forward, watching as the ring opened around his cock "No. 


Davey's eyes flew open, a loud whimper exhaled as the head of Eddie's cock breached his entrance. Eddie 
wrapped those long, rough fingers around Davey's cock, stroking him slowly as he pushed deeper, sinking in a 
few inches and then pulling back. Davey's head pressed back on the bed, his mouth open as Eddie leaned 
forward again, a little more of the thick shaft finding its way inside before another slow pull out. Each thrust 
pushed Eddie's cock deeper, until finally Davey felt the press of his balls against his arse. 


"Hurts." 


Eddie nodded. "That will pass." Sliding his hand down to the base of Davey's cock, Eddie drew it slowly up as he 
pulled out, sending it back down the shaft as he pressed back in, matching stroke for stroke, feeling the 
clenching around his cock as Davey's arse opened around him, the muscles flexing as his hips instinctively rose 


to meet the forward push. 
"Better?" 


Davey nodded, suddenly arching up with a cry as Eddie's cock hit something inside him. Eddie grinned, lifting 
Davey's leg and resting it on his shoulder, angling him so that every stroke of his cock rubbed over Davey's 
prostate. 


Davey's hands searched blindly for something to hold onto, his body rocked by the hard pounding into his arse, 
the pain replaced with a fullness and a pleasure he had never felt before. Eddie laughed, the sound sending a 
streak of heat straight through Davey's groin, his cock swelling inside the tight grip of Eddie's hand, loud 
grunts greeting every push of Eddie's cock deep inside him. 


Gnashing his teeth, Eddie hammered into Davey's arse, his balls drawing up and tightening as his cock twitched, 
Davey's eyes rolled back, letting out a hoarse scream as he canted his hips up, muscles locking as his cock 
jumped in Eddie's hand, cum spilling from the tip and dripping down onto his stomach. Eddie twisted his wrist, 
wringing the head of Davey's cock and milking the seed from his balls, throwing his head back and letting out a 


howl as his cock gave a massive throb, his come spurting into Davey's body. 


Panting and shivering, Davey dropped back onto the bed, his eyes closed, his heart pounding so hard he thought 
it would burst through his chest. Eddie gave a last hard thrust, a sly grin on his face as Davey groaned and 
shuddered around him. Eddie pulled back, watching as his cock emerged from Davey's arse, leaning back on his 


heels as the head popped free. 


"Davey." 
Davey forced his eyes open, staring at the demon 
"Nice meeting you." 


Davey groaned, shivering and staring at the puff of smoke that was the only lingering part of the being. Rolling 
onto his side, Davey weakly pulled the sheet up, asleep before the last of the smoke had cleared. 


London, England 1999 

Bruce shifted in his chair. "Well who would have thought!" 

Davey shrugged, his cheeks pink. "| was pissed” 

Eddie blew him a kiss. "Not by the time | was done with you." 

"What would you have done if Davey quit?" asked Janick, still shaking his head over the tale. 
Steve's eyes were slits as he stared at Eddie. "You never told me tha’ you said | sent youl” 

"Oops. Must have slipped my mind." 

Eddie shrugged, drawing a snarl from Steve, still glaring at the demon 

Adrian scratched his chin and eyed Steve with a grin "Jan has a point, what would you have done?" 


Steve snorted. "Well one fings fer sure, this fuckin’ freak would ‘ave learnt to play the guitar in a ‘urry!" 


Running Free 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks of course to Andy - always there to make it better/ And I'd love to know what you think! 


| want him. Its not the point that | can't have him; it's that | need to have him. Have his smile directed at me, 
have his lust filled gaze pinned on me. Have those strong drummer's arms wrap around my waist, that mass 


of hair resting against my chest, tickling my skin 


| had him once. Then | lost it. By extension, | lost him. | needed him then, but | wouldn't admit it. | needed his 


tenderness and his fire. 
| pushed him away. Out of fear. 
She doesn't love him, not like | do. 


"I do," he says. He knows this marriage is doomed, but he's trying to prove a point like | once did. Trying to 


prove he doesn't need me. 


A couple years later his divorce is finalized He comes to my door, not looking nearly as broken as a man who 
just lost his wife should 


‘lm sorry," he says, looking up at me with those wide emerald eyes. 
| stroke his cheek and smile when he nuzzles into it. "For what, Little One? We were both proven wrong." 


All this time we've wanted each other. |, to stubborn to fight for what we could have had then. He, to 


respectful of my long regretted wishes to approach me on the subject after my rejection and lame excuses. 


But all this time, the feelings have been there. The butterflies when we stood near, the innuendo in our speech, 


the flirty caresses and comments. 
We have wanted to touch intimately. We have wanted to forget the past and live out a future. 


We have needed this time apart to learn who we are as individuals. We have needed the reassurance that we 


will always be by the other's side. 


We have the opportunity. We have a second chance. 


He rises on tip toe, pressing his lips gently to mine, testing my reaction | kiss him back eagerly, wrapping my 


larger frame around his small one. 


The kiss is not as frantic as you would imagine that of long lost lover's to be. It is sweet and pure, just like it 
was all those years ago. Young and timid, unknowing and unsure of what was to happen. Knowing only what you 
wanted, and that was each other. 


With teasing kisses and soft touches, we make our way upstairs to the bedroom. Panting and giggling we watch 


each other closely, looking for hesitation, but there is none. 
"James..." he moans as | remove his shirt and lay him down on the bed. "| want-," 


Pressing a finger to his cupid bow lips | silence him. "I know what you want, Little One. | know what you need, 


but | also know what you have...” 


Lars sits up and unbuttons my dark blue dress shirt. He sighs and smiles when the shirt falls to the floor, 
pooling around my feet. He presses his lips to my stomach, then moves back further on the bed, taking my 
hands in his. 


"And what would that be?" he asks, pulling me so | loom above his muscled frame. | press a kiss to his nose 


and am rewarded with a smile. 


“All of me. You have all of me," | whisper, laughing when he pulls me down to him for a soft but dominating 
kiss. 


We were proven wrong by the forces that run this world. We wanted each other to have and to hold. We do 


need each other, emotionally and physically. And we will forever have each other, because that is how it was 


meant to be. 


THE END 


Judas Be My Guide 
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Autograph Session Ace was signing an autograph for a fan when he felt somebody grab his thigh. Looking 
quickly to his left, Ace looked into the amused face of Paul. Quickly looking down at the poster in front of him, 
Ace scribbled his name over it. Looking to his right he looked at the Demon signing this girl's tit. Good, he didn't 
notice. Leaning over to whisper in Paul's ear, Ace said, "Let's not start something we can't finish." Whispering 
back, Paul replied, "I intend to finish what | started" With that said, Paul slid his hand further up Ace's thigh. 
Ace immediately felt the effect of Paul's teasing. Casting a worried glance in Gene's direction, Ace saw that 
Gene was busy with yet another anxious girl. Excusing himself from the group, Ace went to the bathroom. 
Once in there, he threw icy cold water on his face. What was Paul thinking doing that with Gene just a hair's 
way from him, Ace thought as his jeans slowly started to give his little guy more room to breathe. If Gene 
were to catch them, that would be him in the hospital, with Paul in a bed right next to him. After a few more 
splashes, he wiped his face with a couple of the skin tearing paper towels. Looking back in the mirror to make 
sure he still looked a little decent, Ace nearly had a heart attack. "Damn it, Paull You almost got your ass 
kicked for sneaking up on me like that!" Ace turned around to face the front man. "Sorry," Paul said as he 
came closer to him. Putting his hands on Ace's belt, Paul said, "but like | said, | always finish what | start." Ace 
didn't have the strength to stop Paul as he undid his belt and jeans. Paul pulled his jeans, along with his boxers, 
down around his ankles. Ace felt Paul's leather clad hand wrap around his hard dick. Paul's hot breath spoke of 
nothing but sweet pleasure and wild ecstasy. Curling his long fingers in Paul's hair, Ace urged him to take him 
in his mouth and down his throat. Chuckling softly, Paul asked, "A little horny aren't we? Snatching Paul's head 
back, Ace, having taken all the teasing he could take, growled huskily, "Don't fucking tease me! Not when I'm like 
this. Paul, do not do this me." Shaking his hair free of Ace's death grip, Paul smiled up at him. Pouting softly, 
Paul said, "I'm not teasing you." Looking at his newfound best friend in his hand, he asked, "Am | teasing you?" 
Kissing the tip, Paul smiled at the little eye that was slowly leaking a tear. "No, I'm not teasing you." Paul placed 
little kisses all over the little mushroomed head. "Paul, just take it" Ace's head slowly dropped back from the 
small bursts of pleasure coming from the little kisses. "Hey guys, | came to see. .." Snapping his head up, Ace 
looked directly into Peter's eyes. Something flickered in their dark depths for a moment, but quickly died. Ace 
pulled his pants and his boxers up around his waist. Paul shakily stood up beside Ace. "What the fuck?" The 
stunned drummer looked between the two of them. "Pete-"Ace began, but Paul interrupted him. "Don't tell 
Gene about this." Paul grabbed Ace's hand. "Promise me-" "Look, your secrets safe with me." Peter, who was 
standing in the doorway, came fully into the bathroom letting the door swing close behind him. Giving Ace a 
peck on the cheek, Paul went over to touch Peter on his cheek, but the drummer slightly pulled back. Smiling 
softly with affection, Paul said, "Thanks." "No," Peter opened the door to let him out. "You owe me big time." 
Laughing softly, Paul walked out of the door and back to the table and Gene. Peter gave Ace this look. Buckling 
his belt up, Ace looked away. He really didn't want his best friend to see him this. Fixing his clothes, Ace asked 
Peter, "What are you doing here?" "Looking for you guys. You know | can't stand Gene's ass for too long," Peter 


stuck his hands in his pockets. "What do you think about me? "You mean now that | know you're a fag?" At 


Ace's slightly hesitant nod, Peter continued, "I still think of you as a crazy motherfucker from the Bronx. You'll 
always be the same guy | met all those years ago, even if you suck dick now." Ace finally turned and looked 
into Peter's eyes. When he didn't see disgust, but acceptance, Ace put his arms around the drummer. He was 
glad that he'd always have a friend in Peter. "Uh, Ace?" "Yeah?" "I don't swing that way, man." Laughing 
heartily, Ace pulled away from Peter. "I know." "Hey, is getting a blow job from a guy better then getting one 
from a chick?" Sighing in amusement, Ace replied, "Actually, | really don't know." "You didn't space out on the 
experience, did you?" Peter opened the bathroom door. "Ha, ha, ha Very funny, Catman" Ace walked out the 
door. Walking beside Ace, Peter asked, "Wait a minute. Paul was the one who left you last night?" "Yeah." Ace 
put an arm around Peter's shoulder. "Now, our fans await us." "Where the fuck have you been?" Gene asked 
Paul once he sat down. Paul replied with a fake smile on his face, "None of your business." Looking at Paul, Gene 
said, "| know you are not getting smart with me." "Fuck off" Gene grabbed Paul's wrist, which was out of sight 
of the die hard fans, and squeezed it tight. "Answer me or I'll break it." "I just went to the bathroom." Gene let 
him go. "Ouch, you bitch." Going back to signing this autograph for this little kid, Gene replied low enough to 
keep the conversation between him and Paul, "If you're messing with anybody, and | mean anybody, | will break 
your fucking fingers." Paul gave him this horrified look. "You wouldn't!" "Try me then" Gene licked his giraffe 
like tongue out for a picture for a fan. Once she had her picture and autograph, he said, "I'll fucking make sure 
you never play, sing, or dance to another song. | will fuck you up Paul" Just then Ace and Peter came back to 
the table with huge grins on their faces. Gene just had to say something to piss Ace off. "Ace, toilet water 
won't get you higher then eating the paint off the wall" "Gene, like | told you and every-" "Does it look like | 
believe that bullshit?" Taking a deep breath, Ace said, "Gene, shut up." Gene didn't stop. "Where did you shoot it 
up-" "Gene, stop it" Paul whispered. "Anytime, but not in front of our fans" "Just because your girlfriend left 
you for fucking Scott Weiland doesn't mean you have to jump on my dick" Ace signed this kid's poster. Stopping 
in mid-scribble, Gene shot Ace a glare that was full of rage. "She did not leave me. | fucking left her." "Save it 
for your mother." Ace gave the poster back to the little boy. "What did-" "Did you two hear what Paul said?" 
Peter interrupted the verbal exchange. "Not in front of our fans." "Fine." Paul looked at Gene on his right and 
looked at Ace on his left. He was done with Gene, but would Gene see it that way? Would he really pull through 
with his threat or was he just bluffing? Paul didn't know what to do. He just did what he knew he could do 


best. He became the Starchild for the remainder of the autograph session. 
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"So, while we're waiting, that leads us to Bruce." Janick grinned, setting his elbow onto the table and resting his 


chin on his palm. 
"Cor, doesn't everyone already know about you two?" 


Eddie rejoined them, standing behind Bruce's chair and grinning down at him. "Well, by the time Jan joined us, 
Bruce and | had come to a parting of the ways Adrian" 


Adrian groaned. "That's right, | forgot." 


Bruce tilted his head back, smirking as he realized he was pretty much at a level with Eddie's crotch. "So we 
should give the abridged version?" 


Davey waved his arms. "No wait, | know the story but what did happen with you two?" 

Nicko snorted, chuckling softly. "Sound like a married couple ‘oo split up you do." 

"Not far off Nick" Steve crossed his arms, snickering. "They certainly fought like one." 

"Well, we'll see how much we can tell before Rod comes back, but Jan, in a nutshell.Bruce joined, Harry tried to 
warn him about me, Bruce didn't believe him, | showed up at his flat, he tried to stand up to me, he lost, | won 
and we both came several times." 

Bruce rolled his eyes. "Make it sound like you just waltzed in and | dropped my pants for you Ed." 

Eddie grinned. "You did Bruce. Well, you dropped your pants anyway." 

"| was going to bed!" 


"And it was just lucky for me that you slept naked, saved me the trouble of ripping them off you." 


Janick looked puzzled. "You mean, you two kept..ah...” 


Eddie nodded. "We did. For -- what was it Bruce -- must have been around '81." 
"Yes. Right around the time we ended the Somewhere In Time tour." 

Essex, England 1987 

"Bruce, wot are you doir ‘ere?" Steve stepped back, waving Bruce inside. 

"Can we talk?" Bruce shifted nervously, peering over Steve's shoulder. 


"Somefink wrong?" Steve ushered Bruce into the living room, indicating for him to take a seat on the couch. 


Steve sat down on the chair opposite him, his brows drawn together. "Bruce, woteffer it is take a breaf mate." 
"Harry. | need to..well.is Ed around?" 

Steve shrugged. "Don't know, ‘aven't seen ‘im in a few days. | fought ‘e was off wif you." 

Bruce sighed, leaning back pinching the bridge of his nose. "No, in fact | think he's avoiding me." 

"Why would ‘e do that?" 

"Because he knows that.oh hell" Bruce shook his head. "You don't want to hear this Harry, really." 

Steve snorted. "Probably not Bruce." 

"Well well, His Royal Highass demeans himself to visit" 


Steve grabbed his chest, spinning around in his chair and glaring at the demon. “Bludi ‘ell Ed! Scared me ‘alf out 


of me wits!" 
Bruce narrowed his eyes. "Me? Im not the one who decided to fuck off and not come round now am I?" 
"And lm not the one who shoved you into a closet because | was afraid some tart might see you" 
"That's not fair Ed, she's my.." 

Eddie waved his hand. "Yes yes, spare me the details Dickinhand" 


Steve snorted, quickly turning it to a cough to cover his amusement. "Alright you two, if you wanna ‘ave a 


lover's quarrel do it someplace other than me ‘ouse." 


“There is no lovers quarrel Harry, because Mr. High and Mighty has decided that getting it up his arse from a 


demon is no longer what he wants." 
Steve groaned, grabbing a cushion and holding it over his face. "Really, | do not want to ‘ear this..." 


Bruce jumped to his feet. "Fuck you Ed! You're the one who has decided that tours aren't enough, and I'm not 
ready to come out to the world and admit that l'm fucking a bloody demon!" 


Steve's voice was muffled by the cushion "Oh bludi ‘ell | can see the ‘eadlines in The Sun.Eavy Metal Singer 
Fucks Demon Mascot Fer Kicks, story on page 5 wif photos'." 


Even the irate demon managed a small chuckle. "We've been very careful with the photos Harry." 
A low groan came from under the cushion Bruce threw his hands in the air, glaring at Ed. "What do you want 
from me? No, don't answer that, its never been about anything except the sex so it's not as if there is some 


big emotional attachment right? So l'm done, finished, no more!" 


Steve moved the cushion to the side, watching along with Eddie as Bruce stormed from the room, both of 


them wincing as the front door slammed. 
"| fink ‘e's right pissed Ed" 


Eddie snorted. "Whatever Harry. Bound to happen sooner or later and quite frankly his arse wasn't as tight as 
it used to be." 


Steve fell over sideways on the chair, groaning loudly. "Ed. Not needin’ to know that mate, really." 


The dry rattle was still vibrating through the room as the demon vanished. 
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Bruce turned to Eddie, eyes wide. "My arse wasn't as tight as it used to be? Thanks a lot Ed!" 


Eddie grinned, blowing a kiss at Bruce. "Stop worrying little man, | wasn't complaining, | was just making sure 


Harry knew that | wasn't bothered by it." 


"Right Ed, that's why you moped around so much that | told you if you didn't stop poppin’ in all the bludi time | 


was gonna banish you from the ‘ouse." 


The irritation on Bruce's face shifted to a coy grin "You missed me." 


Eddie shook his head. "Did not" 
"Did too! 

"Did not! 

"Did! 

"Not!" 

"Did! 


"Enuff!" Steve rolled his eyes, his lips twitching as the other four laughed openly at the childish battle of 


words. 
Eddie cocked his head to the side, looking down at Bruce. "Well, maybe just a little" 

Bruce's grin reappeared, "Honestly Ed? | missed you too." 

A loud hum filled the room, five sets of eyes shifting to Davey and H, sitting with their heads together, 
humming the theme to Love Story. Eddie raised his finger before swearing quietly and ducking out of sight, the 


door opening even as he vanished behind it. 


Rod stopped dead in the doorway, staring at the still humming pair of guitarists. "| don't want to know.’ Several 
assistants entered behind him, setting down boxes filled with take out containers and bottles of various drinks. 


"Food!" Davey leaned forward, rummaging around in the boxes, slapping Adrian's hand out of the way as they 


both reached for the same thing. 

Rod shook his head. "Anything else?" 

Steve grinned, making a shooing motion with his hands. "If we fink of anyfing I'll ring you." 
Muttering to himself, Rod left behind the other two, slamming the door behind him. 


"He needs a visit from me." Eddie emerged, taking his seat next to Bruce. "Now, since again you are all busy 


shoveling food into your mouths, | guess | get to tell the next part." 
Davey grinned, waving a piece of chicken at Nicko. "That would be the fleet footed drummer!" 


Nicko choked. "Do you ‘ave to Ed?" 


Eddie nodded. "Of course Nicko, you think | would miss telling this one?" 
Jersey [983 
"So, are we recording today?" 


Nicko shrugged, grinning at Bruce from behind his kit. "Don't ask me mate, last | saw of our deadly guitar duo 
they were ‘eadin' off to ‘ave a spot of tea" 


"Tea, right Nick" Bruce sighed, pulling a stool over and sitting down carefully. 


"Bruce, can | ask you somethin?" Nicko looked a bit uncomfortable, although the concern on his face was 


genuine. 
"Sure Nick." 


"Well, not that its anythin’ wrong with it and all that, right fine if its what you like an’ all innit? But, are 
you...well..." Nicko gestured with his drumstick. 


"Am | what Nicko?" Bruce grinned, enjoying the drummer's discomfort. 
"Er, well mate, like | said, nothin’ wrong with it an’ all that, just not me cup of tea and all but are you..?" 


Bruce hesitated for a moment before leaning forward, lowering his voice. Well, maybe it was time to let Nicko 


in on the big secret. "No Nicko, but.well.it's Eddie." 
"Eddie?!" 
"Right Eddie. And | can't exactly tell him no now, can |?" 


Nicko suddenly exploded into laughter, shaking his finger at Bruce. "Blimey, you ‘ad me goin’ there for a mo'l 
Eddie! Righto!" 


Bruce shook his head. "Careful Nicko, he doesn't like it when you laugh at him or don't believe. Trust me on 


this, | learned the hard way." 
"Learned wot the ‘ard way?" 
"About Eddie. Nicko was just saying he didn't believe me." 


Steve shook his head. "Don't do that Nick, ‘e gets right out of sorts when ‘e ‘ears that." 


Nicko grinned. "You too ‘Arry? Right. Eddie. Tall bloke, white ‘air -- he's real and gonna come get me in me bed 
tonight right?" 


Steve picked up his bass, settling the strap over his head. "Well Nick, ‘e just might so don't say we didn't warn 
you." 
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"Both of them warned you and you still didn't believe?" Jan rolled his eyes, tossing a wadded up napkin into the 


empty container in front of him. 
"No, 'e didn't. Not then anyway, but later on ‘e sure did” 


Bruce started to laugh, gasping out words in between snorts. "Remember Harry? Banging on the window, 
screaming ‘It's after me it's after mel and then that long moan as he fainted dead away right on the spot?" 


Steve nodded, his laughter combining with Bruce's. "Right. An’ Ed goin’ ‘| ‘ate it when they do that as he frew 


‘im over ‘is shoulder and wandered down to the beach." 


Eddie grinned at the now blushing Nicko. "I have to say, he gave me a good run Made me work up quite an 


appetite." 


Tired, Nicko begged out of the party early, heading back to his room for a well deserved kip. He was still 
shaking his head over the whole conversation with Harry and Bruce, he couldn't figure out why they were 
trying to say that Eddie was... 

"Eddie was what?" 

Without realizing that he had not spoken aloud, Nicko turned to answer. "Tryin to...” 

Nicko stumbled backwards, crashing into the wall. 


Eddie grinned, lifting his arm and waving his fingers at Nicko. 


"Hi Nicko! | understand you thought | wasn't reall" Eddie doubled over, his booming laugh following Nicko as he 
sprinted down the hall. "Oh lovely! A hunt!" 


Eddie sauntered along after him, clapping his hands as Nicko bounced off the wall at the end of the corridor 


before vanishing around the corner. 
Nicko's eyes darted wildly around, seeking a place where he could.. 
"Oof!" 


Colliding with an unmovable object, Nicko ricocheted backwards, nearly falling to the ground as he looked to see 


what... 


Another shriek and he was off, Eddie shaking his head as he followed. He had to admire the man's stamina, and 
his ability to..Eddie winced as Nicko collided with a door, bouncing back before fumbling it open and rushing 
outside. 


Nicko's panic was so great he couldn't tell if he was breathing, his chest constricted into a knot of pure terror. 
Heading for the party, he pounded on the window, finally attracting Steve and Bruce's attention The two turned 
to look at him, amusement evident in their eyes and in the way they gave him cheerful waves, ignoring his 
frantic motions and unable to hear his pleas for help, although both could plainly tell what he was saying. 


"It's after mel! It's after mel" 


A hand on his should made Nicko leap into the air, screaming as he whipped around and stared into the grinning 


face of the seven foot demon. "Tag! You're it!" 


Eddie threw his hands up in the air as Nicko's eyes rolled back and he slumped to the ground with a moan. 
Sighing, Eddie bent down and picked up the limp form, throwing him over his shoulder. 


"| hate it when they do that." 


Giving Steve and Bruce a wave, he headed down to the beach with his unconscious captive. 
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Davey wiped the tears from his face, gasping for breath, his face bright pink from laughing. Adrian was face 
down on the table, pounding his fist lightly onto the wood, his shoulders shaking as he laughed. Janick was 
nearly on the floor, hanging over the arm of his chair and snorting loudly. Bruce and Steve were the only two 
making any attempt to keep from laughing out loud, although both had very odd looks on their faces as they 
tried to hold it in. Even Nicko was losing the battle, his lips twitching as he tried to look sternly at the rest. 


“Alright lads, it wasn't that funny!" 


Davey nodded, "Right, you hanging over Ed's shoulder, arms dangling down his legs, out bloody cold." 


Adrian picked his head up. "And your arse in the air!" 


His remark set them all off again, even the demon joining in the laughter, his chuckle a little more wicked than 


the rest. 
‘Oh, that wasn't the last time his arse was in the air Davey..." 


Nicko groaned, raising a hand to his face and rubbing his eyes, the sound of the waves and the feel of the 
sand under him letting him know he had somehow ended up on the beach. "Wot a nightmare!" Sitting up, he 
drew his knees up and resting his arms on them, gazing out at the water. "And wot am | doin’ ‘ere?" 
"Feeling better?" 

Nicko shook his head. No, couldn't be. Not possible. 

"It is, and it is very possible. In fact, it is downright probable." 

Nicko slowly turned his head, groaning at the sight that greeted his eyes. 

Eddie waved. "Hi Nicko! Nice of you to join me." 


Nicko flopped back on the sand. "Not real, not ‘ere. Damn ‘Arry and Bruce." 


Eddie shook his head. "Ok, look Nicko. I'm here. You're here. And I'm going to fuck you. So, we can do this the 
easy way or the hard. Well, ok technically it will be hard, but you get my point. So, which is it gonna be?" 


"You're gonna do wo?!" 

"Fuck you. Call it my way of welcoming you to the band." 

"No, no, no, don't see that ‘appenin’ not a bit no ‘kin way in 'elll" 
Eddie grinned. "Care to make a little wager on that?" 


Nicko shook his head. "Arry and Bruce put you up to this right? It's a joke innit?" Reaching over, Nicko tried to 
tug the mask off. 


Eddie rolled his eyes, tolerating the pulling on his face until Nicko stuck a finger in his eye. The demon roared, 
the force of the sound knocking Nicko backwards. "That's it!" Eddie waved his hand, muttering quietly for a few 


moments. 


Nicko felt it start low in his stomach, spreading out into his limbs and even working up to his brain, an intense 
heat filling his body as his cock snapped to attention Lust. Fuck Now. Anything. Anyone. Well lookee there boys 
and girls, right in front of him. Nicko dove onto Eddie, knocking the demon onto his back in the sand and tearing 
at his clothes. 
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"Nicko! You horny bastard!" 


"Not my fault Bruce!" Nicko blushed, ducking his head as the rest of the band set off again, laughing until Eddie 
raised his hand and chanted several guttural words. In an instant, everyone stopped, the laughing changing to 
naked looks of lust as they all eyed each other hungrily. Hands went automatically to crotches, rubbing 
erections that had seemed to appear from no where. 


Eddie cocked his head. ihferesting, must remember this for another time. With another wave of his hand and 
several more words, Eddie broke the spell, grinning at the embarrassment coloring all six faces as they 


realized where and what their hands were doing. 
"Ed, don't do tha’ again" Steve eyed the demon, his face still pink under the curtain of hair. 


"Just demonstrating a point Harry. Now where was |? Oh yes..." 


Eddie snarled, flipping Nicko over and pinning him down, straddling his thighs and throwing his head back as 
Nicko ground his crotch up against Eddie's. Placing a hand at the neck of Nicko's shirt, Eddie tore it open, 

leaning down and biting and sucking at his chest, his hand still keeping Nicko's wrists pinned above his head. 
Nicko writhed on the sand, moaning and arching his back to push his body up to meet the demon's mouth. 


Sitting back, Eddie used his free hand to open his jeans, scooting forward to rest his arse on Nicko's chest as 
he pulled his cock free, guiding the head to Nicko's mouth. With a groan, Nicko opened his lips, flicking his 
tongue over the head and taking it greedily inside his mouth, sucking hard, the lust in his veins making him 
attack the rigid shaft. Rising up on his knees, Eddie released Nicko's wrist, the dry rattling laugh rolling over 
the empty beach when Nicko's hands grabbed his hips, yanking him down to take more of Eddie's cock into his 
mouth. The demor's hips lazily rolled, thrusting into the wet suction, the head of his cock bumping the back of 
Nicko's throat. 


Nicko's mind was lost in a sea of maddening lust, his cock hard and leaking inside his shorts, his hips pumping 
hard, trying to bury his aching shaft into something, anything, that would quell this hunger. Eddie grabbed 
Nicko's hands, growling as he had to actually rip them from his hips, throwing his leg over and kneeling beside 


Nicko in the sand. 


"Strong boy you are Nicko. Now get up!" Eddie's eyes were red rimmed as Nicko scrambled up on his knees, his 
hips jutting forward into Eddie's hand as it closed around his cock. "Well well, nice one there Nick!" With a quick 
grab and twist, Eddie spun Nicko around in the sand, yanking him back until his arse was against Eddie's cock 


Another loud rip of fabric filled the night as Eddie tore open Nicko's shorts, yanking them down his thighs and 
leaving them pooled around his knees. His hand wrapped around the straining shaft between Nicko's legs, 
wanking it roughly as he put his hand between Nicko's shoulder blades and pushed him down onto his elbows, 
leaving his exposed arse high in the air. 

Reaching around, Eddie slid two of his fingers into Nicko's mouth, laughing as Nicko sucked and licked the long 
digits, moaning around them as he rocked back to rub his arse against Eddie's crotch, the demon's cock 


rubbing between his thighs and prodding his balls. 


Withdrawing his fingers, Eddie leaned back on his heels, rubbing the tight pucker with the tips of his wet 
fingers before pushing one inside, grinning at the howl of pained pleasure from the man under him. 

A few rough strokes and the second joined the first, scissoring roughly inside Nicko's tight passage, spreading 
him open enough to allow Eddie to turn and twist them inside him. Nicko groaned, his fingers digging into the 
sand as Eddie slid his fingers free, the head of his cock replacing them right away and pushing inside. 


With one long stroke, Eddie buried himself inside, holding still while Nicko thrashed and moaned, Eddie's hand 
running slowly up and down his stiff cock. Eddie felt Nicko push back, trying to get even more of the demon's 
cock inside him. Wrapping his other arm around Nicko's waist, Eddie increased the pace of the strokes on the 
leaking cock in his hands, his hips pistoning hard as he fucked Nicko's arse, each slap of his balls and thighs 


against Nicko's drawing a loud grunt from the man. 


Nicko's pants and groans only fueled the intensity of the demon's hard thrusts, his hand rubbing and twisting 
around Nicko's shaft, growling low in his throat as his balls tightened, ready to empty into the man under him. 
Nicko's back arched, his body shaking as his muscles locked, a long yell filling the night as his seed spilled over 
Eddie's hand and down onto the sand, his arse clenching around the thick cock inside him. 


Eddie's howl joined in, the demon grinding against Nicko as he roared his release to the night, the sound 


penetrating through the loud music at the party several hundred yards away. Eddie shuddered, the rush of 
thick fluid from the head of his cock swirling into Nicko's bowels. 


Steve's eyebrows shot up. "Bludi ‘ell, | fink ʻe did it" 
Bruce grinned, knowing that sound only too well. "Indeed he did” 


Eddie sat back, letting go of Nicko and watching with a satisfied smirk as he collapsed on the sand, a last 


shudder running through him as Eddie's cock was pulled from his hole. Leaning over the panting man, Eddie 
nipped his shoulder lightly before waving his hand and speaking several words in an unknown tongue. 
Nicko's eyes flew open, comprehension of what had just happened making him groan. A dry rattle from behind 


made him squeeze his eyes shut, unwilling to face the demon. 


"Welcome to Maiden Nicko." 


Man On The Edge 
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Bam 


| woke up with wet sheets again 


The fucked up thing is, | remember exactly what | was dreaming about, and that's what now has me unable to 
get back to sleep, despite the fact that its three thirty in the morning and I'm dead tired from my skate 
demo yesterday. | haven't had dreams like this since puberty, for fuck sake. | stopped having wet dreams, for 
the most part, when | was like eighteen. Jesus, I'm fucking twenty-six now, and I'm starting to blow my load in 


my sleep again 
And the worst part? I'm having these sexual dreams about a guy. Not just any guy, either. 
Ville. 


Ville fucking Valo. The guy I've idolized since | first heard his voice on the top ten countdown when Ryan Dunn 
and | flew to Finland for a skate competition about five years back. The guy who has influenced me in too many 
ways to count.. and, apparently, in one more way than | even thought. He's influenced my taste in music and in 
clothes, even the tattoos I've gotten.. his sick sense of humor has corrupted mine even worse than it was 
before, which was, for the record, pretty bad already... but now l'm starting to wonder if he's influenced me 
with his sexuality, too. He's openly bisexual and makes no effort to hide that; in fact, he actually flaunts it, at 
least with people he knows well. He also spends a lot of time flirting playfully with me, which is something | 
always took as a joke until these dreams started.. and now I'm noticing things | never noticed before, like the 
way his eyes linger a little longer on me than on anybody else.. the way he always seems to be touching me.. 


and especially the way he's been acting toward me since | kissed him. 


Yeah, | fucking kissed him. It happened during the week we spent in New York last month -- me, Dunn, Raab, 
and Novak drove up to the city in my Hummer, and Ville and Linde met us there after a twelve-hour flight 
from Finland. The intention was to spend most of the week drunk and just have a good time, but somewhere 


along the line, everything got all fucked up. 


Not necessarily in a bad way, but fucked up nonetheless. 


| guess the best place to start would be the beginning, huh? See, | was supposed to room with Ryan, but the 
first night we were there, Ville and | ended up getting plastered and passing out in my room, so Ryan moved in 
with Linde for the rest of the week instead. It was just easier that way; he already had his stuff moved over 
to Linde's room, and Ville had already brought his bags over to mine before | even realized he'd done it. 
Anyway, Ville and | always have a killer time together -- we get along so well, | figured rooming with him 
would be no problem. 


Yeah... thats where | was wrong. 
Sort of. 


Ville's teasing was no worse than usual -- aggressive and sexual, of course, but lm used to that by now. It 
never bothered me; he comes up with some really funny shit sometimes, and his brain works so fast that he 
could spin gold out of shit if he had to. In other words, he can turn any comment into a filthy innuendo if he 
feels like it.. which he usually does. 


I'm so comfortable with Ville that, most of the nights we spent in that room, | ended up sleeping in the same 
bed with him. We've got the kind of friendship where it never seemed the slightest bit weird to me that we 
should curl up under the covers together, naked except for our boxers, and go to sleep.. sometimes with our 
arms around each other. | mean, Ville's always been really touchy-feely, and that's just another way he's 
influenced me. | was never much the huggy-kissy type until | met him, but with him, | don't know -- it just 
feels natural. 


But then came Wednesday night, and that's when everything changed. That was the night Ville took us to The 
Cavern, which turned out to be this insane sex club buried somewhere in the depths of New York As soon as 
we walked in, we saw people fucking everywhere, hardly anybody was wearing any clothes, and almost 
everybody had part of somebody else's body in their mouth, their hand -- or somewhere else. It was totally 
out of control; I've never even imagined anything like it, and my imagination is pretty fucking vivid. He let us all 
stand there for a couple of minutes, staring and trying not to point, but as we went our separate ways, he 
handed out condoms to the rest of the guys, then slid an arm around my shoulders and said something to me 
that | don't think I'll ever forget if | live to be a hundred: "Now, let's go get your cock sucked, shall we, 
darling?" 


| mean... Jesus 


Ville found some groupie bitch willing to blow me -- and some dark-haired little faggot for himself -- and 
before | knew what was happening, we were hip-deep in a dimly lit room full of couples fucking, me in this 
oversized armchair with the blonde groupie's head in my lap, and Ville leaning against the wall nearby with his 
male cock-slut kneeling in front of him. It was a bizarre situation, there's no doubt about that.. but here's 
what really fucked me up. | knew he was watching me get sucked off; | kept peeking through my eyelashes at 
him, and every time | did, he was looking right at me. When | actually opened my eyes, though, and finally met 


his, | expected him to look away, but he didn't.. and | came. | mean, | hadn't even been close, but when | saw 


those mesmerizing, impossibly beautiful emerald green eyes boring shamelessly into me.. boom. If it hadn't 


been for the condom Ville had made me wear, Little Miss Deep Throat would have gotten a bellyful of Bam. 


The thought on my mind the whole time | was coming was how much | wished it wasn't some random groupie 
slut with my dick down her throat.. | wished it was him. God help me, | wanted Viles full, rosy lips wrapped 
around my cock, and no matter how hard | tried, | couldn't shake that thought. 


Ville came right after | did, too, and the sound of his deep, rich, unselfconscious moans was enough to make 
me hard again, but luckily, | had already tucked myself back into my jeans, so the groupie wouldn't think it was 
something she did that had turned me on that much. | mean, she was half naked and had a decent body on her, 
but | could barely bring myself to look at her, especially afterward, when her breath smelled like latex and she 
had that "Now what about me?" look in her eye. | waited for Ville to zip up and allowed him to take my hand 
and pull me from the room, glancing over his shoulder and flashing an apologetic look at our discards as he 


went. That's Ville.. classy, even when he's being a rock star dick. 


So that's the right it all started.. the first time I'd ever had a thought like that about Ville. | mean, I'd had 
thoughts about other guys before, but mostly just dreams that I'd woken up from with a cold sweat sprinkling 
my forehead and a rock-hard erection under the sheet, and I'd been able to brush those off as the fucked up 
bi-products of eating too close to bedtime or maybe drinking too much. Now, I'm not waking up hard anymore.. 


I'm waking up with come all over my belly and an incomparable pair of cat-green eyes on my mind. 


And the kiss.. | can't even think about it right now. It's too late, | already can't sleep, and I'm half afraid that 


conjuring up that memory is just going to get me hard again and make things worse than they already are. 


KE 


Ville 


Why, oh why do I have to be so goddamn honorable? 

Conscience... who the hell needs one, anyway? 

"Right and wrong" are such relative terms. Meaningless, really. 

Fuck! 

If only | wasn't honorable, if only | had no conscience, if only | knew not the difference between right and 


wrong, then maybe that kiss -- the one that preys constantly on my mind and eats steadily away at what's 
left of my sanity and my self-control -- wouldn't have ended at just that. 


Maybe if | hadn't pulled away from Bam that night in the hotel room, if | hadn't rolled over and told him to go 
to sleep after he shocked the living hell out of me by pressing his lips to mine without warning, rhyme, or 
reason.. if | had, instead, slipped my hand around the back of his neck and deepened the kiss, parting his 
succulent lips with my tongue the way I've long dreamed of doing, then maybe a brief, chaste peck wouldn't 


have been the end of my contact with Bam that night. 


Maybe | wouldn't have laid there in anguish, both mental and physical, for several minutes before finally 
dragging myself into the bathroom and locking the door, frantically tearing off my pants and boots, stepping 
under the too-hot spray of the shower, and jerking myself to a mind-numbing orgasm... all the while with 


agonized tears in my eyes. 


Maybe if Bam wasn't such a dear friend to me, and so close to my heart, | would have been able to put aside 
my honor, to laugh in the face of my conscience, and to tell the concepts of right and wrong to fuck off.. but 
he a dear friend, one of the people | adore most in this world, and the fact that | have always harbored this 
massive hard-on for him means nothing when that kiss was surely caused by nothing more than too much 
alcohol, a little confusion, and the horniness of a boy in his mid-twenties. | could no more take advantage of 
those circumstances, regardless of how opportune they might have been, than | could stand on my head and 


recite the contents of the Rosetta Stone backward. 


All of the honor, conscience, or sense of right and wrong in the world, however, doesn't make it any easier to 
stomach that the opportunity was there, right within my reach, and | furned it down.. that | could have kissed 
him, touched him, maybe even made love to him, the way I've dreamed of doing almost since the moment the 
brazen little brat poked his head backstage at one of our shows and announced himself as Bam from MTV, as 
if he had every bloody right in the world to be there and he wasn't just some skater punk who got half-ass 
famous by making videos of himself and his dipshit friends riding shopping carts into hedges and smearing shit 
on each other. | know now that he's more than that, of course. He's more than just an adorable, troublemaking 
little schmuck with the hottest body I've ever seen, he's also sweet, funny, intelligent, and even thoughtful 
when the mood strikes him. He's got a heart of gold, and even though, on the surface, he might appear a 
complete -- pardon the pun -- jackass at times, it's knowing the real Bam Margera that has caused me to fall 


so irreversibly and inarguably in love with him. 
But Bam's straight... or so | thought. 
And then he kissed me. 


As if | wasn't in enough emotional turmoil before, the little shit had to kiss me. He'd had a few drinks, of 
course, but not nearly enough to justify him being drunk enough to mistake me for anyone but who | am. It 
was no accident, either. As | lay there on my hotel room bed, shirtless in a pair of tight black jeans, smoking a 
cigarette and moping over the fact that I'll never have Bam, he came out of the bathroom in his red and black 
checkered boxer shorts, his hair damp from just washing his face, and stretched out on the bed next to me. | 
stubbed out my cigarette, crossing my legs to try to hide the fact that the sight of him in his shorts had 
made me hard already, and | could feel him just watching me. He was close enough to touch -- in fact, he was 


touching me, with his knee pressing lightly into the side of my thigh -- but | just kept staring forward at the 


television until he spoke my name. When | turned my head, there he was.. and there were his lips, those soft, 
sweet lips that I'd spent the previous five years or so trying to resist, pressing lightly and briefly against 
mine. | caught the scent of Bam's soap and his toothpaste in that instant, and my cock grew even harder 
against the inside of my zipper than it had been just moments before from the mere sight of his bare legs 


and smoothly muscled torso. 
Ah, God, how | wanted to kiss him back! 


But as I've said, Bam is straight. He's never given me any indication that he's anything but straight, and | wasn't 
about to let him make a stupid mistake that he'd end up regretting for the rest of his life just because he 
was a little drunk and felt like kissing good ol Ville. Worse than regret, | worried that he'd even harbor 
resentment toward me if | allowed the kiss to continue or even kissed him back, and the last thing I'd ever 


want is to lose my friendship with Bam over a fleeting moment of physical pleasure. 


Still, | can't help wondering what might have become of that kiss if | hadn't turned away from him and told him 
to go to sleep.. and | also can't help wondering what made him do it. Things were strange between us in the 
day and a half we spent together afterward. The kiss never came up, of course, and we pretended it never 
happened.. but Bam was quiet and pensive, and kept looking thoughtfully at me when he thought | wasn't 


watching. 
Of course | was watching. 


I'd love to know what goes on behind those lovely, crystalline blue eyes.. what he was thinking for the 
remainder of our time in New York together.. and why he still felt comfortable enough with me to cuddle up 
to me in my rented bed the next night, resting his curly, dark head on my chest and allowing me to stroke his 
hair until he fell asleep. 


It made me wonder then, and it makes me wonder now, if Bam's really as straight as he seems to think he is... 
or if he even thinks so anymore. Now that I'm back home in Helsinki and he's back home in West Chester, our 
frequent -- sometimes even daily -- phone conversations are still packed full of the same old innuendoes, the 
same playfully sexual jibes.. but something about his tone makes me wonder if it's all really as playful as it 


sounds. 


Goddammit, Bam.. why did you have to go and make everything so complicated? 


* 


To be continued... 


The Apparition 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks to Andy and everyone who has stayed with this. As Always - II love to hear what you think. 


It was fitful sleep, even with Toby beside me. | should've been content, feeling that warm body between my 
arm and hip. My heart ached. It ached to have the one | loved so near again. To feel the heat, hear the even 
breath, to touch that which completes me. | should've felt complete, and | would've, if it weren't for that 
gnawing emptiness in the pit of my stomach. Yes, my heart did ache. It ached with thoughts of Mitch. Not 
some sordid fantasy, not even the usual seething resentment. It was that look, that cold hard stare. The 
emptiness of those cool blue eyes had penetrated me. | had received many a dirty look from Mitch. But there 
was always something there, a flicker of rage, a glint of mirth, some indication of the soul that resided inside. 
That last look was vacant. It haunted me. 


Sometime during the early morning | heard shouts, a muffled thump and murmuring on the other side of the 
wall. | didn't dare let myself think about it. Toby made a few nocturnal noises and rolled away from me, still 
asleep. | curled up and pressed against his back, burying my face in his hair. Somehow, | managed to drift back 
to my disconcerting dreams. 

When | woke, Toby was already up and on the phone. He sat with grim expression at the table jotting notes on 
hotel stationary. As | busied myself getting dressed, he made call after call. He made calls to Mike, to his 
cousins, and to funeral home. He even, strangely enough, called his dad. He called everyone but Mitch. When he 


finally set the phone down with a sigh, | spoke up. "You're going to have to talk to Mitch you know.’ 


| will. Just not right this minute," Toby snapped. "| need a lot more coffee. No, what | really need is a handful 


of tranquilizers first.” 

"For you or him?" | asked. 

"Either way, I'll feel better," he replied, checking his watch. "Its barely ten. He won't even be awake any way." 
"I think he'd want you to wake him," | said. 

"Well | don't want to deal with him right now." Toby began pulling on his shoes, ignoring my pointed stare. 


"She was his mother too. He would probably like to be involved in some of these decisions you're making," | 


said, a slight edge working it's way into my voice. 


"Oh yeah, that's a great idea. She wouldn't get buried till next spring!" Toby exclaimed. "Look, just stay out of it! 
You don't even talk to your family, ever. You're hardly qualified to tell me how to handle mine." Toby folded his 


notes in half and stood. He grabbed his cell phone and key card and gave me a long hard stare. His face 
softened. He crossed the room and gave me a quick kiss. "Shane, | know you mean well. And believe me when | 
say | couldn't do this without you around. But | know Mitch a lot better than you do. Let me deal with him in 
my own way." 

| pulled Toby close and gave him a hug. "l'm just suggesting you give him a chance. He might surprise you." 
Toby laughed. "There is nothing Mitch could do that could surprise me at this point. Though never dull, he's 
always predictable." | cringed a bit at that. | was beginning to see that neither one of them knew each other as 
well as they thought. It makes you wonder how much you can really know about anyone. "I'm going back to my 
room to get changed. | have a few more calls to make. And | should eat something. We still have to do the 
show tonight. You want to go get something to eat later?" he asked. 

"What about Mitch!" 


"Will you stop worrying about Mitch? I've always looked after him. Why would today be any different?" Toby 
opened the door. He turned and gave me a weak smile. "Don't worry." With a light peck on the cheek, he was 

gone. 

| met Toby down in the hotel restaurant around two. He was fiddling with the plastic stir stick in what looked 
like his second vodka and tonic. | was surprised. | had never known Toby to drink before a show. He looked up 
and nodded. 

| hope you're going to actually eat something," | said, taking a seat. 

"Yes. Besides it takes more than two to get me drunk," he replied 

"So?" | asked. 

"So what?" He responded, reading the menu. 

"Did you do it?" 

"You're becoming a real nag, you know," he sighed. "Yes, | talked to Mitch." 


"And?" 


"And he was an asshole, as usual. | don't know what he was up to last night but he looked like crap. And he 


kicked a hole in the bathroom door," said Toby. 
"When you told him?" | asked. 


"No, last night. | guess he had an argument with your friend Paul," Toby answered. The waiter came and took 


our order. Then we were approached by a group of fans wanting autographs. We sat in silence as they walked 


away. 
"Paul is not my friend Toby. | wish | could get that through your thick skull," | said, after a moment. 


"Right. | always thought your tastes secretly ran towards the military butch," he smirked. "Like that girl you 


once dated" 
"I even doubt Paul swings that way. And Dina wasn't butch." 


"She could've kicked my ass," he replied, taking a sip from his drink. "And how would you know which way Paul 
is inclined? Unless of course he refused you." 


"Jesus, let it gol" | snapped. 

"When I'm good and ready," he hissed. He leaned back, running a hand through his hair. Toby looked tired. He 
always seemed perpetually young to me but it was obvious that this tour and all the upset of the last few 
months were beginning to take their toll. | wondered if I'd ever see that impish grin ever again. | knew | more 
than deserved every dig. If he weren't so off the mark about Paul, it wouldn't grate me so. The food arrived 
and we finished the meal in silence. Toby barely ate. Just as we were about to get up and leave, Todd and 
Kevin walked in. 

Todd leaned down and gave Toby a great big bear hug. "I'm really sorry to hear about your mom, Toby.’ 
"Me too," added Kevin. 


"Thanks guys. l'm sorry we have to cancel dates," Toby said. 


"Hey come on. There are some things more important," Kevin responded. "Let me know if there's anything we 


can do." 

"Sure" Toby stood up. "I should get going. | have all sorts of stuff to take care of before the show. I'll see you 
two tonight. Shane, come by my room before we leave," Toby didn't wait for a response but began to weave 
his way through the tables. 

"So you guys are back together?" Todd asked. 


"| don't know," | replied, watching Toby walk out the door. 


"I've booked us a flight out tomorrow morning," Toby said when he opened the door and saw me. 


"Us? What do you mean?" | asked, stepping past him. 


"Well you're coming with me aren't you?" 


| thought | might go to the funeral, but that's not till Friday. | think it would appear a little weird if | went 
with you," | said, sitting on the bed. Toby gave me that look a mixture of pitiful hurt and unconcealed irritation 


"Don't tell me your worried about that now," he cried. "It didn't bother you the last two times we went to 


visit" 


"Yeah, but all your families going to be there and people from the town. What are people going to think when 


they see me there?" | asked. 


“They'll think you're my good friend. | don't care what they think. Fuck them. | want you there." He dug through 
his overnight bag and retrieved a bottle of ibuprofen. He grabbed a bottle of water and took two. 


"Hts not a good idea," | said. "Are you getting a headache?" 
"What do you think," he replied sarcastically. He flopped down on the bed and closed his eyes. 
"Too bad you dont have time for a nap." 

"Yeah. Too bad 


"If you really want me to go, | will," | said finally. | really didn't want to go. | had a bad feeling about the whole 
thing. The last thing any of us needed was to be outed at his mom's funeral. Not that there would be much 
interest in the funeral for the general public, but Toby and Mitch were from a small town. Any time either of 
them went home, half the town came by to watch. His mother had to build a huge fence to keep out the 
spectators. The last time | was there, | returned to my motel room to change and found six teenage girls in 
the bathroom going through the wastebasket. A condom wrapper is a condom wrapper. But | never let Toby 


spend the night again. Small towns give me the creeps. 


"| don't want you to. | need you To," Toby groaned. "There's so much to do and I'll have to deal with my crazy 
family. You know Mitch will be no help at all. He'll just sit around getting drunk and being a general pain in the 


Oss. 


Mitch, another very good reason not to go. | don't know how he's going to react to me. And if he's angry with 
me, upset about his mom, and drunk, it could be disastrous. Especially since he gets so cavalier around the 
good old boys. "Mitch, be a pain in the ass?" | laughed. "Imagine..but don't you think Mitch is a good reason for 
me to wait till Friday." 


"Since when have you been afraid of Mitch? Besides you've been defending him so much lately, | thought you 
two were learning to get along," Toby replied. Learning to get along, no. Learning to get it on, yes. | thought 
about last night and shivered. "If you don't want to go, don't! You don't even have to bother going to the 


funeral." 
"Toby, I'd do anything for you. If you want me to be there, | will” 


"And what have | been telling you for the last ten minutes?" he asked. The phone rang. It was time to leave for 


the show. 


| managed to catch Mitch alone backstage. He was heading to the rest room and | blocked his path. He glared 
and moved to go around me but | grabbed his wrist. "Mitch, |." 


"Save it McClure. I'm not interested," Mitch interrupted. A snide smile took hold of him. "But | have to say l'm 
impressed. Two fucks in twenty minutes! | wouldn't have thought you had it in you, consider what a ball-less 
little pansy you are." 


"Look who's talking," | whispered. "I've never seen anyone take to getting it up the...” 


Mitch slammed me against the wall, bring his face less than an inch from mine. "Go ahead and say it cock 


sucker! | dare you to," he hissed. "I'll be the last thing you ever say." 


| don't know who was shaking more, him or me. | could see the fury and pain swimming in his eyes. l'm taller 
and bigger than Mitch, but | think at that moment he would have had the strength to beat the shit out of me. 
Suddenly Paul stepped forward and pulled Mitch off me. He held him roughly by the neck and said, "Get going 
Mitch. You're on in twenty." Paul shoved Mitch towards the bathroom. Mitch gave one backward glance then 


sulked away. 
"Thanks," | said, genuinely grateful. 


Paul grabbed me by the arm and pulled me to a corner. There | found a powerful finger pointing at my chest. 
| don't know for sure what's going on between you two, but after what | heard last night, | have a pretty 
fucking good ideal" he growled. "And you are both playing with fire! What you do in your personal life is your 
business. But Mitch is my business. Speaking as the person who has to pick up the pieces, this is not what he 
needs. It wasn't what he needed before his mother died and it sure as shit isn't what he needs now. He's 
barely keeping it together. | want you to stay the fuck away from him! Got it?" | nodded meekly before Paul 
backed away and head down the hall after Mitch. 

If tonight was any indication, the next few days were going to be a total nightmare. 


The Sherriff Of Huddersfield 


Author's Notes: 
And we come to the end. Andy - couldn't have done it without you babe. And as always, please let me know 


what you think. 


The last thing he remembered was going to sleep, collapsing to the pillow and dozing off. Dreaming, quite 
happily, of the other night spent in H's room, they had proceeded to mess up the bed terribly, and thought 
that the housekeeping staff may never forgive them. He could fondly remember soft moans, sliding against the 
cotton of the sheets that would be stained, sliding along each other, both of them drenched in the other's 


sweat. 


But..something was different from when he had fallen asleep. His eyes were open, but he couldn't see. Bruce 


felt the panic of being blind set in - how would he perform on stage? 
How would he perform off-stage, come to think of it? 


Bruce reached a hand to rub his eyes, or rather he tried to but his hand wasn't moving. He could feel a rush 
of further panic building as he jerkily moved his arm; something was pressing into the tender flesh of his 
wrist. It was cold whatever it was, or was it that it was just sharp? He thought that it could have been metal, 


for Bruce knew from experience that only metal handcuffs could provide such a bite. 


Calming down after a moment he cast his mind over the previous night; he didn't remember drinking anything 


THAT strong. 


He blinked rapidly, feeling the distinct brushing of his eyelashes over fabric. Okay so he was blindfolded AND 
handcuffed. Wasn't a situation Bruce was unfamiliar with, but he normally knew who was doing it to him. And 


why. And for how long.. 


There was someone else in the room, he noted as he yanked on his feet and felt something restraining them. 
He could hear their breathing, his heightened senses alerting him to that much. They were close, he decided 
after a moment of listening; close enough to be sitting on the bed, he thought. Or was that something else? He 
couldn't tell. And then there was the other thing he'd noticed - just a little thing - after a moment of lying 
still and trying to detect who was in the room. 


He was naked, bare cheeked to the wind as well as handcuffed and shackled. Somebody knew what they were 
doing. Bruce sighed and took stock of the situation again, trying to find something good in it when he felt 
something brush against his thigh. 


Embarrassingly enough, not only did he shiver but Bruce felt his cock jump at the light touch. He heard a low 


chuckle that should have sounded familiar, even to him; but to his confused mind nothing was making sense, 
although the low feeling of arousal was familiar. Long digits, roughened with callouses, trailed along the delicate 
skin of his side as the touch brought up goose bumps all along his chest. They were slowly moving over his 
skin as though they had no purpose but to relax him. The fingers would occasionally move up over his chest 
sending a spike of excitement shivering up his spine. The wave of it passed over his nipples and brought them 


to points that were soon being caressed from another hand at his left side. 


Bruce dragged in a sharp breath at a second touch; okay, so there were two people in the room. There was 
one pair of hands on his thighs, another pair trailing over his chest. He groaned as fingers ghosted over his 
ripples, already hard as the large hands trailed over his chest and down to his stomach. The muscles there 
gave a sudden jump at the slide of fingers over the skin; he was preparing for hands to grasp his cock but 
surprised himself with a frustrated moan when the hands on his thighs remained at the same spot they had 


been in. 


He tensed when lips touched his chest, heart hammering as he felt a tongue sneak out to drag itself up and 
around his left nipple. He moaned as two sets of lips encircled each one, two distinct pairs of hands holding his 
leaking erection. One set of those teasing hands was quite large, while the other had more of those deliciously 


rough callouses; both hands were caressing him in a slow and sensuous manner. 


He groaned as the mouth over his right nipple bit him, a sudden shock as a silken something swept over his 
chest. Was it hair? Bruce thought it was hair, but couldn't be sure from the teasingly light brushes against 
his hyper-aware skin 


A moan broke free from the confines of his throat when he felt that long hair dragging down his chest to his 
thighs, tiny strands causing pinpricks of pleasure and wonderment to float to the surface; the long fall of silk 
pulled forth a moan as it followed its owner down to his thighs. A gentle pressure, a feeling of damp velvet; 
someone, the first someone he assumed, was kissing along his left thigh. Those lips parted to bring forth teeth 
that nibbled along what musculature he could find His thigh was left alone as that hair enveloped his lap, and 
he wondered through a haze where those lips had disappeared off to. A sighing moan slipped from him as the 
head of his cock was licked while his nipples were being manipulated by the slightly smoother hands. 


Bruce racked his brain for who had those hands while he wondered if it was someone he knew. Or he would 
have had the man - for he was sure now that it was a man - not taken him down into his throat. He groaned 


and struggled against the cuffs that held him in place, their reliability frustrating him. 


He heard another chuckle, this time from his chest, as a sharp pain made itself present on his shoulder. He 
knew without a doubt that he had been bitten, and not only bitten but he had been bitten by someone who 
knew how hard he liked to have teeth used on him. 


Bruce groaned again as a tongue - talented, it was - traced along the grooves made into smooth skin. 
Unfortunately he couldn't tell who exactly had bitten him, as he had been bitten by most of the band at some 
point in the past. 


Suddenly the warmth that had been on his cock was gone, the cool air of the room only serving to harden him 
further. The air slid across the saliva that clung to him, cooling it and sending a murmer of delight to his 
brain. Bruce soon felt lips pressing against his, wet and slightly warm, his being dry and cool. Bruce's lips 
weren't dry for long as his bottom lip was nibbled on before the man let up to trail his tongue over his top lip. 
The lips demanded and coaxed through the kiss, inciting his arousal. 


As quickly as they had arrived they were gone. Bruce happily prepared himself for some kind of relief, his 
balls starting to ache just a little as he waited. When he felt nothing he moved his head back and forth, trying 
to see through the heavy silk that impaired his vision, the air that once had aroused him was now feeling 


lonely, the cold no longer pleasurable. 


It was then that he heard it, the sound that made his heart drop to the soles of his feet. He heard the door 
shut, and then the click as the lock engaged. He didn't know if one or both of them had left, but the room felt 
bereft of any sense of presence. There wasn't the sound of someone breathing, heavily or not, save himself. 
Or maybe he was getting confused through that thick haze of arousal, his mind whirled in the silence. 


"H-hello?" he called out, unsure of himself but sure of his position; laid out on the bed, handcuffed at both the 
feet and the hands, blindfolded, and harder than he could ever recall being. 


Outside the door two men stood, both in comfortable sweat pants and old shirts, their own erections obvious 


against the soft fabric, begging for attention. The blonde looked to his friend, and smirked. 


"Well that fixed ‘im, dinnit?" said the drummer, looking to his bassist with a wink Harry grinned and clapped his 
shoulder. Still chuckling, both men went down the hallway and into the hotel room in which they had hatched 
their plan to get back at Bruce. 


It had started out the night before with both of them talking, about the band and other things. Through 
swapping stories of various sexual encounters over the years they had discovered something. Both, or rather 
most of the band, had slept with Bruce at some point in time. Or had tried to before their partner had simply 
called out the word to stop their activities. Both Nicko and Steve had fallen to Bruce's attentions, each time 


having been prevented from finding their release. 


So, talking in hushed tones late the night before, the rhythm section to Iron Maiden had decided upon a 
suitable revenge on their sometimes pompous, always demanding vocalist. The conversation had led to the 
planning of putting Bruce into the place they all had been so often, quiet tones ringing with amusement and 
delight. 


Slipping into the room Nicko sat on the bed, grinning to his friend as they sat beside one another, both men 
pleased with the outcome of their plan that had gone so well. Harry grinned and looked over to the blonde, 
happy to have the grin returned. 


"Cmere.." he said, pulling Nicko to him and kissing him full on the lips. 


A murmur of assent from both parties as they set about resolving their own problems from the night's 
activities. A hand slid over the other's back, threading through Harry's hair. Silently they scrambled out of 
their clothes, coming together with a gasp and soft moans. Skin slowly rubbed against skin, kisses being dropped 
to shoulders and lips. 


A few rooms down Bruce was trying to work the silk strip from his head, "Not fucking funny." he grumbled as 
he tried to ignore the erection as well as the fact that no matter if he got the vision impairment from his 
head he still would be unable to go anywhere. 

"Fuckin" he struggled and managed to slip it off one eye, "arses." 

Still panting from the exertions he cursed when he saw that the room was as empty as it had been when he 
had gone to sleep. Disappointed, he lay there until the sun peeked past the curtains, trying to work out who 


could have done this to him. 


And, of course, plotting terrible revenge.. 


